70               JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END
" You'd better keep a look-out/* he said. " Strange things
happen up here/5
" Whatever's the matter with you ? " I asked, but he
refused to be more explicit. Like most Englishmen, I could
never take an Irishman seriously, and I was inclined to
dismiss his warnings as a joke. However, I did ask the
sergeant on duty if I could use my rifle.
" Certainly not/5 he replied, and not for the first time I
was left wondering why sentries are forbidden to use their
afms unless specifically ordered to do so. It is possibly just
' as well that this is not generally known by the public !
" You can always hit anybody over the head with the
butt of your rifle," reassured the sergeant,
As I paced up and down my beat the cool air of a perfect
night helped to dispel my fears, and after a while I retired
inside my sentry-box. Perhaps Duffy had only been seeing
things, but it was not long before I was pretty sure that I
was hearing something. It was a peculiar muffled sound,
and for the life of me I couldn't fathom it. There was an
occasional rustling which seemed to come from behind me.
I could see nothing in front of me, and for the moment I
stayed where I was. But the sound persisted, and presently
I stepped gingerly out of the sentry-box, and looked about
me. There wa*s* nobody about. I could see the barracks
outlined darkly against the sky and a pale, moon was
casting a faint light across the road. I turned about and
looked behind the box. Good heavens! What was that ?
It looked like some ogre out of a fairy story. It was swaying
from side to side like a drunken man, only it was much too
big for a man. Was this a member of some giant race ?
I was much too frightened to speak, but gradually my eyes
grew accustomed to the half-light^and I saw I was face to
face with a bear, standing on its hind-legs and pawing the
air. To anyone not in my predicament the sight must have
been extraordinarily comic, but I was not in a position to
appreciate the funny side of it. I remembered the ser-
geant's words, and raising my rifle over my head I brought
it down smack on to the animal's head. It was not a very
good stroke, and I hit it across the no$e. But it was enough